

TheTragedie 


Ofyoa my noble cooCcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg'd betweene vs. 

Of you Lo. Riuers, and Lord Gray ol you, 

That all without defert hauefrownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords,gentkmen, in deed of all t 

1 do not know that Englifh man aliue, 

\Vith whom my foule is any iotte at oddes, 

M ore then the infant that is borne to night • 

1 thankemy God for my humilitie. 

A holy day (lull this be kept hereafter. 

I would to, God 4U ^ rl ^ cs wcrc wcl1 compounded, 

My foue: eigne liege I do befeechyour Maieftic, 

To take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why Madame,haue I ofrred loue for this. 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prcfcnce ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead i 
Y ou do him iniurie to fcorne his corfe. _ 

Rty. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he tt* 
Q u. A 11 feeing heauen,whata worldis this? 

Buck. Looke Tfo pallc Lo. Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lo.arid no one in ffiis pretence* 

But his red colour hath forfooke hischcekes. 

Ktn. Is Clarence dead,the order was reuetft. 

Glo. But he (poore foul^by your fir ft order died. 

And that a winged Mercuric did beare, , 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lag to fee him buried • 

God grant that fomc lefle noble, and lefteloyall, 
fearer in bloudic thoughts, but not in bloud 1 : 
Dcfcruenot.worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Darbie. 

Dar. A bodne(my foueraine)for my fcruicc done. 
Km. I pray rhee peace, my foule is full offorrow. 

D ar, I will not rife vnlelTe your highnefle graunt. 
Kin. Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundlt. 
Dar. The forfait/foueraigne of my feruants life. 
Who flue to day a ryWmgf ntleman,^ 


Latclie attendant on the Duke of NorfFolkc. 


Kin. Lb 



of Richard the third. 

Kin. Haue I a tongue to doome my brothers death, 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue > 

My brother flue no man,his fault was thought. 

And yet his punilhmcnt was crucll death. 

Whoiued to me tor him ? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my fcetc,and bade me be aduifdc ! 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did for&ke 
Themightie Warwicke,and did fight for mcJ 
Who tolde me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had mcdowne,herefcued me, 

And faid,deare brother ,liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay ie the field. 

Frozen almoft to death, how he didlappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gaue mmfclfc 
All thin andand naked to the numbcold night i 
All this from my remembrance brutifti wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters , or your waighting vaftailcs 

Haue done a drunken flaughter,a nd defaftc, 

Thaprecious image of our deare Redeemer, 

Youftraight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

A nd I viiiuftly too,muft gratint it you: 

But for rtvy brother,tiot a man would fpeake, 

Nor l v vngracious)lpcake vnto my ielfc. 

Fed him, poore foule :The prouddftofyou all 
Haue becnc beholding to him in his life/' 

1 et none of you wouldonce plead for his life « 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take holde 
On me,andyou,and mine,andyours,forthis. (Fxie. 

Come Haftings.hclpe me to my.clofcf, oh poore Clarence, 
Glo : This is the fruit of raflinefle : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kinred ofthe Queene, 

Lockt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh they dui v ge it fti’l vnto the King, 

Codwilirouengeit. But come lets in 

To comfoi t Edward with our compaiiic, F xettnt. 

E Enter 




